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rode on slowly, side by side, through the forest in
the moonlight, he on a white horse, and she on a
black, looking like the beauty of day and night
incarnate in mortal form. And at midnight they
stopped to rest in the forest. And the King lifted
Anangaragd from her horse, and placed her in a
bower of creepers under a great tree. And the
moon shone with warm rays through the interstices
of the leaves as through the marble trellis of a
palace terrace. And there on a bed of leaves and
flowers, he made her his wife by the Gdndharwa1
"marriage rite. And he played with the nooses of
her blue-black hair, through which her eyes shone
like moonstones in the moonlight; and he wove
red ashbka flowers in her hair, and hung blue lotuses
on her bosorn, and put a girdle of white lotuses
round her waist, and tied anklets of jasmine blos-
soms on her feet. And In the ecstasy of his passion,
bewildered by her beauty, he exclaimed : Well
are thou called Anangardga", 0 my beloved j and
yet a single name is insufficient to describe the

* See Manu, III. 26. Though recognised as a legitimate
marriage, especially for Kshatriyas, it was simply the union of
two lovers without any rites at all. This suits it admirably foi
fairy tale and romance, and makes it a great favourite with the
poets